IV

God answers sharp and sudden on some prayers,
And thrusts the thing we have prayed for In our face,
A gauntlet with a gift lift.

ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.

IT curious that Doreen had not thought that
the saying goodbye to the Mother would hurt
quite a lot. Youth, impatient to be on with life,
does noc reckon on the accounts which life has
to offer.

When, for the last rime, she came into that
quiet room, with the glimpse of the herb garden
beyond and the smell of the herbs coming in
through the window, Doreen felt a strange feel-
ing of alarm. Alarm that she would not be
able to deal with the problems the world might
bring to her, problems that she in her turn would
not offer, as before, to the Mother to solve for
her.

Until this moment she had been sure of her-
self. Now she knew that she was no longer so
certain.

"So you are going away?** said the Mother
quietly.  She had always been the same.  Nothing
changed her.   The years passed on, and wrinkled
her face and left the trace of rime about her, but
the eyes were always calm, they faced joy and
with the same trust    There was some-
that Doreen feated to part with in the un-
face of the Mother.
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